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Author's Notes: 
Thanks to Queenie for giving me the seed of this idea on the barrier at Hammersmith! 


The Dick Tech 


"Not now, Sid" 

Adrian scratched his chin and shuffled sideways, trying to escape the rather intense young man blocking his 
exit. Everybody else had buggered off for a shower; the normal kerfuffle and disorganised almost-chaos of 
taking the stage to bits post-gig could be heard rattling and banging behind him and he just wanted-- 


"Awww, come on man. You know you want it" 


The trouble is that the little sod was right. He always got hard on stage; how could he not? The music pounded 


through his veins, the heat and the sweat, the bellowing of the crowd, that enthusiasm that slammed through 


him from them, carrying him on its back, a wave of pure adrenaline. Strong stuff, that. 


So he got hard. So that meant that when he came off stage his dick ached, and if he didn't get some relief - 
and quick, too - then his balls started to ache and before you knew what was happening he was in a filthy 
mood and it just ruined the whole night. Yes, he could - and often did - just have a quick wank in the shower. 
He wasn't the only one, either. Sometimes they.. helped each other out.. but it was always so much nicer if 


somebody else could do it. 


Somebody you didn't have to work too closely with, for instance. Somebody who appreciated the attention and 


was as discreet as they were talented with their mouth and hands. 
Somebody, in short, like Sid. 


Lots of fans knew him. Liked him. Popular boy with the ladies, with his blonde hair and chiselled, scandinavian 
good looks. Lots of fans knew he roadied for the band, and had a tendency to lionise the tall, handsome young 


Swede as one who had regular close contact with their idols. 


What said fans did not know about were the other little services he provided, as and when required. They all 
thought he was just employed to hand out towels and bottles of water and be a gopher for the band, and 
that's what he did. 


Partly. 


Useful as he was he had a far more important function. The Dick Tech, the other roadies called him - a name 
he ignored as best he could. He preferred Sid, a name Bruce had given him the night he met the band in a 
brothel in Stockholm, the same night he'd demonstrated just how talented his mouth was and become an 
indispensable part of the crew. Bruce had explained that as the rest of the guys would find his name 
impossible to pronounce, he was hereby known as Sid and by the way, did he have a passport? 


‘Christ, Sid!" yelped Adrain, jumping back into the shadows as the other man pressed his palm to his crotch. 
Adrian's guitar tech trotted past them, grinning. 

Sid let a sly smile steal across his face. He'd felt H's hardon, and now he wanted to do something about it. His 
mouth, his ass, he really didn't care. Just to have H all over him - and maybe after that, if he was lucky, 


Steve. 


Adrian grabbed a piece of paper, scribbled something on it and thrust it into the younger man's hand even as 


he sidestepped him and rushed for the door. 


"See you there," he yelled, vanishing into the throng backstage and almost running for the exit. Sid looked down 
at the grubby scrap of paper in his hand and the smile broadened into a grin, white teeth gleaming in the 


backstage gloom against the strong lines of his face. 
A number. 

H's hotel room number. 

"OK," he replied amiably to nobody in particular, and began to amble for the door himself 


Just time to press some flesh with the girls out front - ah, but they all loved him and his endless supply of 
stories from the road! - and then off to get some more. Only these ones.. 


Well. They were for his private collection 


